140                      I'VE   SEED   MY   TEABS
was the beacon which lit the dark road. Whether he
was right or wrong, they were ready to follow him.
Outside the Congress pandal, which was a large tent,
a young Indian was excitedly explaining to an American
war correspondent why Gandhi had triumphed. The In-
dian said, "Mister, if Gandhi were to say the sun is.
the moon, we would accept that also."
"But Jawaharlal?" asked the American.
4'What is Jawahar in comparison to Gandhi? Jawahar
is one man. Candhi is India/'
The American did not understand that,
I did. That's why I was a little afraid.
Dawn had not broken on the morning of the ninth
when the familiar police van arrived at Birla Houser
where Gandhi was staying.
That morning Gandhi was taken to Poona and parked
in an old-fashioned country house which was the Aga
Khan's dilapidated palace.
Other Congress leaders were arrested the same morn-
ing and spirited away to the various jails, which dotted
the land.
There was no trial and no hearing. Not so much as a
formal charge was framed against them. They were all
detained during His Majesty's pleasure, which is the
correct legal phrase.
"Say, George/* I said over the phone to one of the
boys at the United States Office of War Information,
"can we make lunch another day?"
"Yeah," he said, "suits me fine. I'm up to my neck
in our new ads/'
"What are you selling now?"
"The Four Freedoms," he said* "Some guy in Wash*
ington sure had a bright idea."